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the persons or things he was supposed to account
for. Ahout my thirteenth and fourteenth year all
this occasioned anxious thought.

Questions about birth and death followed. If
the conscious lives of men continue after their
bodies die, why do those who believe this not
add the years after death to those before death
to determine their present age, and so speak of St
Paul or of Caesar as now almost two thousand
years old? And then, in an endless life, how
can I, a million times a million years after this,
remember anything that happened in the present
century, or have interest in, or identity with,
the boy now living on this earth? Questions of
this sort haunted me in indistinct forms, with
restless craving for settlement.

I can hardly tell when or how these thoughts
first rose. What am I? What sort of universe
is this in which I find myself? What is to be
its final upshot and mine ? These questions were
all working in me in a dim, half-conscious way.
Perhaps this is common among the young. I do
not find, in my early surroundings, or in family
antecedents, how, so early and so long, they came
to occupy my thoughts. But influence of place
and race must not be overlooked.t,  seemed  as  much to need a
